CAN NEWYDD 


AR YR 


Annghyfiawnder a wneir a'r 
Collier 
TRWY BEIDIO EI DALU AM Y GLO MAN 





Holl lowyr gwlad sir Fynwy, 
A gwlad Morganwg lon, 

Ac hefyd sir Gaerfyrddin, 
Rodd ganiad ger eich bron ; 

Ni fuo gwaith Oribddeiliaeth— 
Fel hyn y dwed fy nghan, 

Am ddim mae’r collier llawer awr 
Yn codi y glo man. 


Y meistriaid sydd yn gwneuthur 
Mawr proffit o'r glo hwn, 

Tra mae y collier ar bob pryd 
Yn galed dan ei bwn ; 
ewn eigion daear perygl 
Llifogydd ac erchyll dan, 

Mor wyneb-galed maent yn gwneyd 
Y tlawd collier o'r glo man. 


Da bod y collier ar bob pryd 
n wrol, gwiw, a dewr, 
Pan bo ryw ddamwain yn ei waith 
Mae'n cwrdd â chalon Blowr jt vi 
Yn gwneyd pob ymdrech gall ei nerth, 
Trwy eigion dwfr a than, 
Tra'r meistr yn ei parlwr clyd 
Mewn gwledd ar nerth glo man. 
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M ae llawer collier hyn o bryd 
Yn ffaelu enill fawr, 
Mae'n gweithio ar yr amser byr, 
Neu bygwth strikes bob awr ; 
Mae'r meistriaid yn cael hufen byd, 
Heb dwyno'u dwylaw glan, 
Hawdd gallent cael trwy na fydd son 
Am dal am y glo man, 


Nid yw'r meistriaid ddim yn cofio 
Fod gan y collier tlawd 
Ki gartref bach a'i deulu 
I'w cadw'n glud rhag gwawd ; 
Ei bleser mwyaf ydyw gwel'd 
Ei gartre'n tlws a glan, 
Gan godi ei galon daw y dydd 
Oaiff tal am y glo man. 


Dymunwn daw'r diwrnod 
Daw pethau i well trefn, 

A'r collier gaiff cyfiawnder 
Ac eto codi ei gefn ; 

A'i boced llawn a'i cwpbwrdd, 
Yn canu ar aelwyd lan, 

Ac yn mwynhau yr arian caiff 
Am godi y glo man. 


Gobeithiwn na bydd mwy o strikes, 
Na lock-outs yn ein gwlad, 
Daw'r meistri a'r gwiw collier 
I'r un feddwl er wellhad ; 
Daw Mabon a'i gymdeithion 
I roi pwt yn fy ngan, 
Gwnant agor drws i ollwng maes 
Iawn tâl am y glo man. 





W. BARROw (Pererin Arfon). 


A NEW SONG 


ON 


The Injustice done to the Collier 


IN NOT GETTING PAID FOR SMALL GOAL. 


You colliers of gay Monmouth, 

And good Glamorganshire, 
Likewise all workers at the coal, 

My new song stop to hear ; 
It is about a grievance 

How the collier’s wealth is stole, 
‘Without recompence, toils hours hard 

e By getting the small coal. 


The masters make great profits 
On small coal—that is true, 
While the poor collier, day and night, 
Is toiling flat and brue ; 
In the bowels of the earth he works, 
Through dangers great and smsll, 
And always nothing is his share 
For raising the small coal. 


It’s good for us and all the world 
That the collier’s brave and bold, 
When any mishap s in the pit, 
He's to the front, we're told ; 
Through floods and through the raging fires 
He works hard, body and soul, 
While the masters are enjoying 
The profits of small coal. 
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Full many a honest collier 
Has ups and downs to endure, 
Between short time and trade slack, 
And news of strikes each hour ; 
Teseth eurs get the rich cream, 
Without soiling their boot-sole, 
Because there is no payment 
For getting the small coal. 


Do masters not remember 
The collier hag to keep 
A snng house for his family | 
And have it nice and sweet ? | 
For this he gladly labours, 
With all his heart and soul, 
And hopes the day is coming 
Of payment for small coal. 


Let’s hope the time will soon come, 
With things in better trim, 
The collier to have justice, 
And trade not look so dim $ 
Soon may the good time happen 
When he shall have a haul, . 
And shall enjoy the wages 
For getting the small coal. 


We wish no strikes to happen, 
Or lock-outs to occur, 
Between the men and masters 
Goodwill may long endure ; 
But Mabon and his colleagues | 
Will soon commence the ball, : | 
They'll fight the collier's battle | 
Of payment for small coal. | 


W. Barrow (Pererin Arfon). 


